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Atherton: A Person from Porlock

A Person from Porlock
". . . At this moment he was unfortunatdy called out by a person on business from
Porlock, and detained by him above an hour, and on his return to his room, found, to his
ito small surprise and mortification, that though he still retained some vague and dim recollection of the general pur\?ort of the vision, yet, with the exception of some eight or ten
scattered lines and images,! all the rest had passed away like the images on the surface of a
stream into which a stone has been cast, but, alas I without the after restoration of the
latterl"-Samu~l Taylor Coleridg~, Introduction to "Kubla Khan:'

I'm only asking for justice. Look at my side
For just a moment. Yes, I came on businessWhat's so bad about business? Is it the
Mud, sweat, and daily stink of human affairs
That sticks to it? I'll take that any day
To daydreams and debt. I'd come over from Porlock
To ask about a bill. I woke the man up
In the middle of the afternoon-just
When most people are up, and about their
Business, too-l woke him up from a dream
Born of idleness, indolence, and the.neglect
Of human obligations; and for that I'm to be
A Qutt, a symbol of stupidity carried through
The whole of human history. Is that fair? ...
Oh, I know how you feel. I'm the oaf who
Stumbles his thick boots through cobwebs
Draped with dew; I'm the ogre of the everyday
Who's too much with us. If it hadn't been for me,
And for my business, we'd have had a masterpiece.
That's what he says. From what I can make
Of the sample, I'd judge he was pretty smart
To have arranged an interruption. His muse
Was trotting down hill, if you ask me, and soon
Enough would have been on the dead level
Of prose. Well, I'm no judge of that. I don't hold
I
With dreams, when dreams-are made an excuse
For lack of effort. Who supports me?
I'm a m,ere person. Porlock's a town
Without a single Chinaman in it. Our river,
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Only a stream, at that, runs above ground

,.

\.

And nobody I know ever called it sacred.
A man can make a living in Porlock-I do.
That keeps me quite busy enough, thank you,
To dispense with dreams. I deal with
Brick and mortar, with com and oats,
With debit and credit, with solid cashThese are the facts that build the real world
Where poets sleep at my expense. Porlock
Is prose, and prose is a good mare
For the long pull. Poetry Bashes and is gone.
Where's the money in it? He didn't have any.
I kept him going most of that year-that is,
Until I asked him for it back. Another time,
My good man, can't you see I'm not well?
Be damned-he didn't ask my health
.
When he took the loan; he didn't ask whether
Idealism made my profits; but, by God,
He took my labor and fed his flabby mind.
I made him; but then I'm too gross for the parlor.
He kept me standing in the kitchen,
And then sends me down through history
A joke for all his fancy friendsThat "person on business from Porlock"
Who murdered a moth.

-fohn Atherton

Meditation
The first is the final
The final is the end
Of the broken line
Through which the bend
~ .Of the quve marks
A tenuous tremor
Seeking the life rhyme.

-Dorothy Masley
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